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ENTERTAINMENT  FOR  DREAMERS 


JUNE 


75  CENTS  (AND  RISING) 


PREY 


YOURS  IS  THE  RIGHT... 

ours  is  t be  responsibility) 


Every  American  has  freedom  of  choice  in  the  things  he  buys.  He  is  offered  a wide 
range  of  products,  many  grades  of  quality. 

This  is  as  it  should  be,  and  the  way  it  will  always  be  because  the  buyer  prefers  it  that 
way  ...  he  wants,  and  has  a right  to  freedom  of  choice. 

And  the  amazing  thing  about  this  American  standard  is  that  it  follows  no  particular 
pattern.  A welder  may  buy  an  expensive  gun;  a truck  driver  the  finest  in  Hi-Fi;  a bank 
president  a small  car,  his  clerk  a big  one.  Each  has  a right  to  his  own  individual  choice. 

At  Miller  High  Life  we  are  most  grateful  that  so  many  people  in  all  walks  of  life 
have  an  appreciation  of  the  better  things.  We  are  grateful  that  so  many  of  you 
appreciate  our  brewing  craftsmanship,  and  our  use  of  the  very  finest  and  costliest  ingre- 
dients. It  is  good  to  know  that  you  recognize  and  respect  our  long-standing  traditions 
and  unquestioned  reputation. 

To  you,  we  of  Miller  High  Life  renew  this  pledge  of  our  responsibility  . . . "to 
continue  brewing  Miller  High  Life  so  that  quality  will  always  be  the  foremost  consider- 
ation”. And,  to  keep  that  pledge  ...  we  promise  to  continue  the  brewing  of  Miller 
High  Life  in  Milwaukee  and  only  in  Milwaukee  ...  in  the  world’s  finest  brewery. 

Perhaps  we  will  never  brew  the  most,  but  we  will  certainly  continue  to  brew  the  best! 


THE  CHAMPAGNE  OF  BOTTLE  BEER 


MILLER  BREWING  COMPANY  • MILWAUKEE,  WIS. 


Underage  people  get  inferial  and 
have  people  buy  it  for  them  by 
the  case. 
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PREYBOY 


‘Suggested  retail  price  POE  plus  state  and/ or  local  taxes.  Slightly  higher  in  West.  Look  for  dealer  in  Yellow  Pages  Overseas  delivery  available.  Standard-Triumph  Motor  Co  . Inc.. 575  Madison  Ave , N.Y.  22.  N Y..  Canada:  1463  Eglinton  Ave.  W.. Toronto  10,  Ont. 


She’s  a swinger. 


She’s  longer, lower,  wider,  faster... 
she  simply  outclasses  everything 
priced  near  her. 

Try  her. 

You’re  doing  50  in  12  swift  seconds. 

Top  speed  is  well  over  90.  faster 
than  the  competition! 

the  tightest...  More  comfortable,  too. 
let  the  Spitfire  outmaneuver 
any  other 

You  can’t  blame  a Spitfire  for  feeling  exuberant. 

And  nothing,  but  nothing  looks 

like  the  Spitfire... 

for  anything  near  $2199.  " 

If  you  dig  swingers, 
ride  with  the  winner... 

Triumph ! 
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DEAR  PREYBOY 
a 


Dear  Preyboy:  One  night 

while  dancing  with  my  girlfriend 
in  a famous  night  club  in  Las 
Vegas,  I found  her  irresistible. 

I then  raped  her.  She  put  up  a 
struggle,  strangely  enough,  and 
the  whole  thing  was  frowned 
upon  by  the  maitre  d’  because 
his  prize  tablecloth  was  ruined. 
Did  I handle  it  wrong? 

— Dismayed 

Sure,  you  handled  it  wrong. 
You  should  have  got  her  drunk, 
first. 

* * * 

Dear  Preyboy : Are  army  boots 
acceptable  at  a formal  gathering, 
i.e.,  tuxedos? 

— C.  C„ 

1492  Columbus  Ave.,  N.  Y. 

Only  if  they  are  black. 

* * + 

Dear  Preyboy:  I have  heard  a 
rumor  that  the  late  Marilyn 
Monroe  was  really  a man  in  dis- 
guise. Is  this  true? 

— A.  Miller, 
Hollywood,  Cal. 

Yes,  this  is  the  truth.  Al- 
though thought  to  be  dead,  Adolf 
Hitler,  Marilyn’s  true  identity, 
was  secretly  spirited  away  by  SS 
agents  to  the  United  States  at 
the  close  of  the  war.  He  then  as- 
sumed the  identity  of  a movie 
starlet,  making  use  of  his  beau- 
tiful body  to  corrupt  the  United 
States,  whereby  he  figured  that 
he  could  overthrow  the  govern- 
ment and  be  President.  However, 
he  committed  suicide  when  he 
learned  he  was  pregnant  and  the 
heinous  plot  came  to  an  end.  He 

sure  fooled  everyone. 

* * * 

Dear  Preyboy:  What  kind  of 
ice  is  best  for  drinks  ? 

— D.  Martin 

Cold  ice. 


Dear  Preyboy:  I am  a drum- 
mer in  a famous  night  club  in 
Vegas.  The  other  night,  during 
an  engagement,  a man  suddenly 
raped  his  girlfriend  right  in  front 
of  my  snare  drum.  What  should 
I have  done? 

P.  Hallic  Cymbol 

Beat  it. 

* * * 

Dear  Preyboy : What  is  the 
record  of  the  longest  kiss  ever 
held? 

— Clyde  Fern, 
Paterson,  N.  J. 

A Ralph  Fremis,  on  Nov.  27, 
1947,  went  parking  with  his  date, 
a Miss  Pat  Migroyn,  when  the 
Polident  on  his  uppers  leaked, 
thereby  cementing  them  togeth- 
er. Although  he  managed  to  ex- 
tricate his  uppers  from  his 
mouth,  the  plate  remained  on 
Miss  Migroyn.  She  now  works 
in  a carnival  where  she  eats  food 

without  opening  her  mouth. 

* * * 

Dear  Preyboy:  The  other  day 
while  getting  married,  my  cum- 
merbund snapped  off  and  my 

pants  accidentally  fell  down. 
Mooning,  my  parents,  her  par- 
ents, and  the  minister.  What 
should  I do? 

Go  to  college.  They’ll  never 

notice  you  there. 

* * ❖ 

Dear  Preyboy : What  would 

you  consider  the  best:  Giacomo 
de  Pasquali’s  Napolitello,  1898 
Chianti,  or  Le  Martinique  Sebas- 
tiane  1911? 

Rheingold  1964. 

Address  all  correspondence  to: 
Preyboy  Advisor 
241  Intercourse  Ave. 
Chicago,  111. 

We  don’t  fool  around. 
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LIQUOR  FROM 
RUSSELL’S 


NATURALLY 


What  d'ya  mean,  the  jokes  on  me? 


THE  PREYBOY  PHILOSOPHY 


the  12(}th  part  of  a statement  in  which  prey  boy  s editor-publisher  spells  out  — 
for  friends  and  critics  alike  — our  guiding  principles  a?id  editorial  credo 

editorial  By  Ya  Hoofner 


Preyboy  has  been  for  the  long- 
est time,  the  exponent  of  what 
Time  and  Neivsiveek,  two  middle- 
class  magazines,  have  called  the 
“new  morality.”  We  around  the 
office  refer  to  it,  among  other 
things,  as  fornication.  In  almost 
all  cases,  these  two  stalwart  pub- 
lications have  centered  this  new 
morality  around  the  college  cam- 
pus, and  have  faithfully  reported 
on  the  increase  of  premarital 
sex.  (Which,  face  it,  guys,  is  the 
best  of  all.)  As  a matter  of  fact, 
from  the  way  they  write  it,  you 
wonder  when  those  students  ever 
get  time  for  classes. 

Now,  they  don’t  come  right 
out  and  say  that  premarital  sex 
is  BAD,  but  they  don’t  say  that 
it  is  good,  either.  (Which  leads 
us  to  believe  that  something  is 
amiss  in  certain  editors’  bed- 
rooms.) But  we  know  better, 
don’t  we? 

Occasionally,  we  stop  to  pon- 
der over  the  poor  bourgeoisie  on 
the  campus  who  hasn’t  been  get- 
ting it  lately  and  then  stops  to 
read  Time  or  Newsweek  that 


says  that  he  is.  He  is  then  left 
in  a state  of  confusion.  Just 
think,  80%  of  the  campus  popu- 
lation has  been  having  a ball  and 
here  he  is  left  out.  He  probably 
considers  that  he  is  loosing  what 
touch  that  he  had.  But,  we  ed- 
itors were  once  young  men  upon 
the  campus  grass,  and  look  at  us 
today ; a bunch  of  dirty  old  men. 
From  whence,  then,  does  the  dif- 
ference evolve? 

Preyboy,  of  course,  does  not 
claim  that  these  statistics  are 
unfounded.  That  would  be  like 
Henry  Heinz  declaring  a crusade 
against  tomatoes.  After  all, 
what  do  you  think  we  are  for. 
Anyway?  Sex  is  proven  to  be  a 
major  cause  of  statistics,  you 
know.  We  do  our  best  to  bring 
about  the  death  of  “middle-class 
morality”  and  institute  our  own 
fun-loving,  healthy  (like  Freud 
says)  philosophy  as  the  ruling 
set  of  morals.  We  realize  that 
we  may  not  be  successful  in  our 
crusade,  but,  boy,  will  we  have 
fun  trying.  Yeah! 

And  now,  of  course,  the  read- 


er asks  (if  he  is  still  with  us) 
“What  will  happen  if  we  succeed 
in  turning  the  world  into  a mass 
rapine?”  Well,  we  hear  that 
there  are  staff  positions  open  on 
Time  and  Neivsweek.  . . 

Now,  down  to  the  business  at 
hand  (oops,  lost  my  head),  I 
mean,  let’s  get  to  the  meat  of 
this  article,  I mean  . . . Oh,  the 
hell  with  it. 

Preyboy  is  going  to  offer  a 
lifetime  subscription  to  the  mag, 
the  first  issue  to  be  delivered  by 
a cop  who  wants  to  arrest  you 
on  a morals  charge. 

Incidentally,  the  Pre  yb  0 y 
Panthouse  is  finished.  It  has  in- 
stant locking  doors,  free  candy 
bar  dispensers,  hideaway  beds, 
three  faucets  on  every  sink ; hot, 
cold,  and  Bollingers  ‘77’,  and 
wheels. 

Oh  well,  see  you  next  month. 
Don’t  call  us.  We’ll  call  you. 

WORK  FOR  A SPRING  DAY 
IN  1965 

Hell,  we  had  to  get  the  plug  in 
somewhere. 
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Purveyers  to 
the  queen  since 
1859 

Purveyers  to 
the  czars  since 
1843 

Purveyers  to 
the  Deans  since 
1863 


Finest  since  1763 

Most  ridiculous  since  1964 


Do  the  clothes 
in  this  typically 
drawn  clothing  ad 
seem  fuzzy  to  you? 
Of  course,  this  is  the 
way  they  are  all 
drawn.  So  you 
better  go  to 

Don  Calls 
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OPTICIAN 


PREYBOY 


"PREYBOY  AFTER  OURS" 


BOOKS 

The  Rise  and  Fall  of  the  Third 
Reich  by  William  Shirer  (Crest, 
$1.65)  is  an  absurd  piece  of  fic- 
tion for  adults  only.  Its  1599 
pages  concern  themselves  with 
an  obscure  Austrian  painter 
whose  life  ambition  is  to  kill  20 
million  people  and  how  he  be- 
comes ruler  of  Germany  and 
wipes  out  everybody  and  goes  in- 
sane and  shoots  himself.  While 
the  plot  is  both  complex  and  im- 
aginative, the  characters  are  un- 
believable and  the  situations  lu- 
dicrous. The  book  should  appeal 
to  science  fiction  fans,  but  Play- 
boy pundits  will  find  The  Rise 
and  Fall  much  Shirer  than  the 
usual  cliff-hanger. 

Veeck  as  in  Wreck  by  Bill 
Veeck  and  Ed  Linn  (Bantam, 
75tf)  is  a nice  baseball  book 
about  the  nice  people  in  baseball. 
Its  kind  portraits  of  Dell  Webb, 
Ford  Frick  and  Dan  Topping 
will  warm  your  hearts  and  get 
you  out  to  the  ball  game.  Veeck 
pulls  at  your  heartstrings  with 
his  touching  reminiscences  and 
the  reader  is  glad  he  played  ball 
with  this  heck  of  a wreck  named 
Veeck.  Linn  helps  it  win. 

Six  Crises  by  Richard  M.  Nix- 
on (PBI,  60<jf ) is  a heartwarm- 
ing book  about  a good  loser.  The 
hero  manages  to  get  himself  into 
all  kinds  of  Frank  Merriwell  sit- 
uations, but  his  Tom  Swift  mind, 
able  and  diligent,  manages  to 
cross  the  climax  of  each  crisis 


with  ever  ascending  ingenuity. 
You  will  thrill  at  his  meeting 
with  the  notorious  Dr.  Hiss.  You 
will  cry  at  his  warm  greeting  on 
the  streets  of  Venezuela.  You 
will  laugh  at  his  antics  with  his 
little  dog,  Checkers.  Don’t  say 
“Nix”  to  these  six. 

Lord  of  the  Flies  by  William 
Golding  (Cap,  $1.25)  is  a Dick 
and  Jane  story  for  children  of 
all  ages.  It  focuses  on  the  antics 
of  several  typical  children  on  the 
beach  playing  with  a seashell, 
and  contains  wonderfully  warm 
characters  like  Piggy,  Ralph  and 
Jack.  You  will  be  delighted  when 
the  boys  chase  a pig  in  the  forest 
and  try  to  light  a fire  and  get 
into  a stone  fight  and  play  na- 
tive. One  would  hope  that  Baby 
Sally  moves  aside,  for  “Lord” 
will  surely  be  the  primer  for  fu- 
ture precocious  piglets.  There’s 
Gold  in  Golding  that’s  fine  to 
mine. 

Fanny  Hill  by  John  Cleland 
(Putnam,  95tf)  rises  to  yet  un- 
explored heights  of  playful  pet- 
tingness.  Though  not  quite  up  to 
Pope’s  famous  “Rape,”  the  book 
takes  little  Annie  Fanny  through 
Beatrice-like  fantasy-land,  and 
pricks  the  bubble  of  reality  with 
climactic  abandon.  The  little  red 
engine  carries  us  through  the 
honey  and  cotton  candy  of  Cle- 
land’s  ultra-contemporary  con- 
ception of  Disneyland.  Cleland 
sets  up  a big  top  and  allows  us 
to  view  the  circus  of  our  time. 
It’s  a magnificent  erection.  Good 


clean  fun  with  Cleland  in  his 
land.  We  hope  to  see  more. 

Hawaii  by  James  Michener 
(Bantam,  95^)  begins  in  784 
A.D.  with  the  introduction  of 
Tamatoa,  813  A.D.  with  the  in- 
troduction of  Char  Ti  Chong, 
and  1799  with  the  introduction 
of  John  Whipple.  It  crisscrosses 
and  re-crosses,  and  following  the 
Southern  Cross,  Tamatoa’s  kid 
gets  to  Hawaii,  where  Whipple 
and  a guy  named  Hale  bring  the 
Cross  and  civilization.  It’s  a 
tragedy  of  the  first  magnitude, 
but  a magnificent  conception. 
Love,  violence,  sex,  sin  — for  the 
Hawaiian  — you’ll  want  to  swing 
along  with  Mich. 

Tropic  of  Cancer  and  Tropic 
of  Capricorn  by  Henry  Miller 
(Grove  Press,  $7.50)  are  two 
books  to  prick  the  heart  of  the 
aspiring  pulpiteer.  Perspiring 
preachers  have  long  sung  the 
praises  of  these  chronicles  of 
Christian  suffering,  but  the  he- 
retical heathens  have  managed 
to  keep  them  from  holy  lands.  A 
Gallihad  named  “I”  seeks  the 
Holy  Grail  in  the  feverish  caul- 
dron of  Paris.  He  wins  over 
heathens  and  harlots  alike  in  his 
quest  and  brings  the  true  word 
forth  with  every  page.  Miller 
and  “I”  have  been  instrumental 
in  making  Paris  the  Valahalla  of 
the  holy.  Walk  a mile  with  Miller 
and  catch  a glimpse  of  both 
Tropics,  torrid  but  never  torpid, 
and  you’ll  know  why  Cancer  and 
Capricorn  are  the  new  twins  in 
the  heavens. 
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Little  Me  by  Belle  Poitrine,  as 
told  to  Patrick  Dennie  (Crest, 
75%  fewer  cavities)  is  just  an- 
other Hollywood  autobiography. 
Big-busted  Belle,  of  Poitrine 
fame,  tells  her  Jeanne  Eagles 
memoirs  a la  Zsa  Zsa  in  a frank, 
Fanny  Hill  manner.  Always 
abreast  of  the  times,  Belle’s 
seins  of  timing  is  superb.  She 
tittilates  one’s  fancy  while  her 
mammalon  memory  recalls  that 
bygone  aureole  of  booze,  broads 
and  Belle  that  was  Hollywood  in 
the  silent,  rising  era.  She  nipples 
at  the  corners  of  the  tawdry  era 
of  bathtub  gin  without  becom- 
ing crude.  She  bubbles  over 
with  the  champagne  liveliness, 
straight  from  the  chest,  Louella 
Parsons  insight  into  the  lustiest, 
bustiest  era.  You’ll  have  your 
hands  full  with  this  one. 


THEATRE 

A comic  novel  about  naughty, 
naughty  England  of  two  cen- 
turies ago  has  been  transformed 
into  a superb  film  by  Director 
Tony  Richardson.  Tom  Jones 
captures  the  frolic  of  country 
life  at  a time  when  fair  young 
damsels  were  lax  toward  unfair 
young  rascals.  The  spirited  hero 
of  the  tale,  played  by  Albert  Fin- 
ney, is  capable  of  putting  a stud 
to  shame  by  his  various  esca- 
pades. He  bounces  from  bed  to 
bed  in  an  attempt  to  demonstrate 
that  the  best  way  to  prove  that 
you  are  not  a bastard  is  to  act 
like  one.  This  film  leaves  us  won- 
dering why  it  was  not  censured. 
Most  likely  the  censors  reasoned 
it  was  a fitting  tribute  to  the  an- 
cestors of  Christine  Keeler. 

The  Magnificent  Seven  is  a 
great  shoot  ’em  up  western  com- 
plete with  blood,  guts,  and  horse 
dung.  The  story  unfolds  when 
seven  gunmen  decide  to  give  up 
their  evil  ways  and  protect  a 


Mexican  village  from  marauding 
bandits.  As  a reward  for  their 
generosity,  four  of  the  gunmen 
are  killed  and  two  bug  out  of  the 
town,  glad  to  be  alive  and  kick- 
ing. Only  the  youngest  gunfight- 
er  in  the  gang  has  any  luck.  He 
sticks  around  to  marry  a Mexi- 
can chick  and  populate  the  small 
village.  The  moral  of  this  film  is 
quite  clear : the  only  way  to  turn 
the  bad  guys  into  the  good  guys 
is  either  to  shoot  them  dead  or 
send  them  to  bed  with  Mexican 
“senoritas.”  Personally,  we  pre- 
fer the  latter  alternative. 

In  Lolita,  Director  Stanley  Ku- 
brick not  only  produces  a work 
of  art,  but  also  depicts  the 
warmth  of  parenthood.  The  film 
evokes  tears  from  the  viewers  by 
portraying  the  deep  love  a fa- 
ther has  for  his  young  daughter. 
Sue  Lion  acts  the  role  of  the 
innocent  and  faithful  young 
daughter  who  receives  practical 
lessons  from  her  daddy  about  the 
birds,  the  bees,  and  the  flowers. 
The  only  trouble  is  that  daddy 
somehow  forgets  about  the  flow- 
ers and  concentrates  on  the  birds 
and  bees.  This  film  has  been  rec- 
ommended by  Young  Parents 
magazine. 

Prostitution  can  be  fun,  main- 
tains Director  Billy  Wilder,' and 
goes  on  to  prove  it  in  Irma  La 
Douce.  A Paris  gendarme  (Jack 
Lemmon)  resolves  to  do  away 
with  prostitution  along  his  beat. 
Soon  Jack  finds  himself  thrown 
out  of  the  force  after  raiding  a 
house  of  ill  repute  and  catching 
the  chief  of  police  with  his  pants 
down.  Despite  this  setback,  Lem- 
mon falls  in  love  with  a prosti- 
tute (Shirley  MacLaine).  The 
remainder  of  the  film  deals  with 
Lemmon’s  attempt  to  make  Shir- 
ley go  straight  — straight  down, 
that  is.  Irma  La  Douce  shows 
an  excellent  solution  for  the 
unemployment  problem  among 
women. 
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Catch-22  by  Joseph  Heller  (Si- 
mon-Schuster,  $5.50)  is  a seri- 
ous espousal  of  war  that  should 
be  answered  by  the  Bertrand 
Russell  Society  for  the  Preven- 
tion of  Cruelty  to  Man.  Using 
many  heroic  devices,  Heller  tries 
to  convince  us  that  his  heroes  — 
Yo-Yo  Yosarian,  Milo  Minder- 
binder,  Major  Major  Major  and 
General  Sheitzkopf  — actually 
enjoy  war  and  are  made  better 


men  for  it.  The  Syndicate  creat- 
ed by  Minderbinder  is  obviously 
Communistic  in  its  conception 
and  the  virtues  of  a Marxian  war 
are  extolled  in  every  Das  Capi- 
talian  page.  This  vicious  bible 
for  warmongers  should  be 
banned,  along  with  the  Iliad  and 
Odyssey.  Heller  is  on  his  way  to 
Hell,  and  one  hopes  that  this  first 
book  will  be  his  last. 


gang.  It’s  time  to 
have  one  of  those  I 
sophisticated  looking  II 
gentleman  posing  in  i 
some  real  stud  clothes  jtfl 
again.  It’s  also  time  to  j 
sneak  in  an  ad  for 
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THE  1964  PREYBOY  ALL-STARS 


Once  every  year,  Preyboy  holds  a poll  to 
select  the  top  jazz  artists  in  the  county.  When 
all  the  votes  are  in,  they  are  thrown  away  and  the 
boys  down  in  the  office  select  their  friends  and  we 
ship  ’em  off  to  Las  Vegas,  where  we  hold  a 
drunken  orgy  and  eventually  we  take  pictures  so 
we  can  use  the  article  for  filler  space.  So,  once 
again,  Preyboy  presents  its  1964  Jazz  All-Stars. 


HARRY  LIPPE— 

Jazz  Clarinetist 

Bom  in  Can,  Kan.,  in  1934,  he 
was  named  Herkimier  Lipschitz 
by  his  parents,  who  were  named 
Smith.  He  made  his  first  mu- 
sical appearance  as  “bonesman”, 
in  the  “All-Dixieland  Jazz  Bash- 
ers”. On  a trip  to  Chicago  in 
1941,  he  found  a clarinet  in  a 


pawn  shop,  and  taught  himself 
to  play  in  a few  hours.  Today  he 
is  a bright  light  in  Mid-Western 
jazz,  although  little  known  on 
either  coast.  He  is  well  known 
for  his  double  tonguing,  which 
requires  two  players  on  the  same 
instrument.  Of  this  remarkable 
talent,  he  remarked,  “Too  bad 
vaudeville  folded.” 


TONY  DEFF— 
Jazz  Drummer 


Well  known  in  international 
jazz  circles  is  Tony,  affectionate- 
ly called  “Zip”  by  his  friends. 
The  grand  old  man  of  drumming 
has  been  playing  jazz  since 
1903;  prior  to  this,  he  played 
with  the  “Killamey-Irish  Chow- 
der and  Marching  Society  Band” 
of  Madison,  Wisconsin. 

GEORGE  SHEAR— 

Jazz  Calliopist 

George  Shear  is  well  known  to 
classical  calliope  concert-goers 
under  his  stage  name  of  Yehun- 
da  Manyhand,  and  is  only  a late- 
comer to  the  jazz  scene.  Already 
regarded  as  an  outstanding  cal- 
liopist, this  is  his  first  appear- 
ance on  the  Preyboy  All-Stars. 
Bora  in  Kansas  City,  Ohio,  in 
1932,  his  father  was  a well- 
known  concert  pianist,  and  his 
mother  was  a steamfitter.  Of  his 
playing  he  only  says,  “It  just 
comes  naturally.” 

ROCKY  BOTTOM— 

Jazz  Conductor 

Rocky  Bottom  is  the  up-and- 
coming  sensation  in  the  jazz  con- 
ducting field.  He  was  bora  in  the 
Bronx  in  1935,  where  his  father 
was  a janitor,  his  mother  took  in 
washing,  and  his  sister  . . . Rela- 
tively unknown  in  the  United 
States,  he  is  well  known  in  the 
Bronx. 


INTERVIEWS— 

PI — Today  we  are  interviewing 
four  members  of  the  Preyboy 
All-Stars  of  1964.  I would  like 
to  start  with  Mr.  Bottom. 

B — Crazy. 

PI — I understand  that  you  are 
the  inventor  of  a new  school 
of  jazz  called  the  Dixiecool 
school.  Could  you  tell  us  a 
little  about  it? 

B — Man,  jazz  has  got  to  have 
aesthetic,  right?  Now  the  cool 
school  is  alright,  but  Dixie- 


land has  got  the  beat,  so  I 
just  combined  the  two,  if  you 
see  what  I mean. 

PI — Well,  I think  I understand, 
but  do  you  suppose  you  could 
give  us  an  example? 

B — No  problem.  No  doubt  you 
are  conversant  with  the  sec- 
tion from  Coltrane  that  goes 
DA  - DAAAA  - DA  - DA  - D- 
D - D - DAA?  So  now  we  of 
the  Dixiecool  school  play  it 
like  this:  DA  - DAAAA  - DA- 
DA  - D - D - D - DAA.  Can  you 
hear  the  difference? 
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PABLUM  CASHALL — 

Jazz  Cellist 

Born  in  San  Juan,  Puerto  Rico, 
in  1953,  he  is  the  youngest  mem- 
ber of  the  All-Stars.  He  had  no 
formal  musical  education,  but, 
with  his  rum-running  father, 
learned  to  pull  strings  at  an 
early  age.  Unable  to  read  music, 
he  often  studies  the  racing  forms 
while  playing  — this  is  how  he 
composed  his  now  world-famous 
“Man  O’  War  March”.  An  in- 
spirational innovator,  his  major 
contribution  to  jazz  cello  playing 
has  been  the  discovery  of  the 
Cashall  Harmonic,  which  is 
played  entirely  by  ear. 


it  at  first,  but  you  keep  look- 
ing at  it,  and  pretty  soon  you 
understand  the  whole  thing. 
Jazz  is  like  that,  see  what  I 
mean? 


PI — I must  say  that  that  is  a 
very  interesting  theory.  Did 
this  come  out  of  your  classical 
music  training? 

S — No,  it  came  out  of  a fortune 
cookie. 

PI — Is  it  true  that  your  mother 
was  a steamfitter? 

S — Oh  sure.  My  father  never 
made  any  money  to  speak  of. 
You  see,  he  was  always  buy- 
ing pianos.  I think  he  wanted 
to  corner  the  market  on  baby 
grands,  or  something,  so  moth- 
er had  to  bring  the  money  into 
the  house. 

PI — Isn’t  that  a slightly  unusual 
occupation  for  a woman? 

S — Probably.  We  would  always 
kid  her  about  it.  We  called  her 
our  piston  packin’  mama. 

B — Crazy. 

PI — I think  it  is  time  to  inter- 
view Mr.  Lippe.  You  have 
heard  Mr.  Shear’s  theory  of 
jazz.  Do  you  have  anything 
to  add  or  say  about  your  the- 
ory? 

L — It  is  self  evident,  that  from 
the  loose  talk  flung  about  by 
George,  that  he  lacks  a certain 
perspicuity  which  one  must 
have  to  understand  the  true 
nature  of  jazz.  Now  I see  jazz 
as  a woman,  it  must  be  fondled 
and  felt  in  order  to  be  appre- 
ciated, and  the  more  experi- 
ence one  has  the  more  one  en- 
joys it. 

(Continued  on  Page  22) 


PI — I certainly  can.  I think  that 
is  probably  one  of  the  most 
significant  developments  in 
jazz  in  twenty  years.  By  the 
way,  could  you  tell  us  a little 
about  your  latest  recording, 
“Jazz  Interpretation  of  the 
U.N.  in  E flat  major”? 

B — Crazy.  It  was  recorded  while 
the  Secretariat  was  in  session 
in  the  U.N.  building  in  Oc- 
tober, 1963. 

PI — Is  it  true  that  both  sides  are 
absolutely  silent,  I mean  that 
there  is  no  music -recorded  on 
it  at  all  ? 

B — Of  course ; you  see,  we  want- 
ed to  do  an  interpretation  of 
the  U.N. 

PI — But  there  isn’t  any  sound. 

B — Of  course  not,  man,  every- 
body is  abstaining. 

PI — I see.  Then  you  believe 
that  jazz  must  be  a living 
force  in  the  modem  world. 
Could  you  tell  us  your  feelings 
about  a theory  of  jazz? 

B — Why  don’t  you  go  and  talk 
to  George,  he’s  pretty  strong 
on  theory,  and  also  on  the  cal- 

S I hope. 

PI — Well,  Mr.  Shear,  do  you 
think  that  you  could  give  us 
your  theories  about  jazz? 

S — I’ll  try  to  do  the  best  I can. 

I Now  the  way  I see  it,  jazz  is 
like  the  menu  in  a Chinese  res- 
aurant.  Now,  you  go  in,  and 
the  first  thing  you  see  is  the 
menu.  You  don’t  understand 
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There  won’t  be 
any  pictorial  feature 
on  Valdosta  State 


College 

month 


this 


It  all  started  at  the  bar  in  the 
Press  Club  here  in  Chicago. 
Vince  Tajiri,  our  sexy  Japanese 
picture  editor,  and  Anson  Mount 
(that’s  his  name) , our  suave  and 
sophisticated  college  bureau  rep- 
resentative, were  busily  engaged 
in  plotting  maneuvers  for  the 
upcoming  “Girls  of  Canada” 
piece.  These  maneuvers  gener- 
ally took  this  form : 

“Listen  Vince,  I’m  the  college 
man  and  you’re  the  model  agen- 
cy man.  You  grab  the  pro  ma- 
terial and  I dig  up  the  amateur. 
That’s  the  way  it’s  always  been 
and  that’s  the  way  it’s  gonna 
be.” 

“Hey,  come  on,  man.  I always 
get  all  the  leg-work  and  you  get 
all  the  fun.  How  about  me  doing 
the  college  scene  for  a change, 
and  you  contact  the  agencies?” 


f 

jr 

i, 
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“Well,  what  about  the  ‘Pros 
of  Paris’  bit?  You  got  to  check 
out  all  the  pros  in  Paris,  and 
you  . . .” 

“Not  all,  Vince  baby,  not  all.” 
(wry  laughter) 

Vince  always  lost  these  argu- 
ments, but  he  loved  them  never- 
theless. One  might  think  that 
he  didn’t  like  the  job  of  picture 
editor,  but  one  would  be  wrong. 
Vince  was  a very  dedicated  man. 
Did  I say  “was”?  It  was  only  a 
few  moments  after  Vince  and 


Anson  (affectionately  known  as 
“Hump”  by  his  friends)  started 
divvying  up  Canadian  pulchri- 
tude that  a well-soused  UPI  cor- 
respondent (who  shall  remain 
nameless)  tripped  over  to  the 
table. 

“Hi,  Vince,  Hump.  How’s  the 
bust  business?” 

Though  they  were  tempted  to 
make  some  of  the  stock  replies, 
such  as  “It’s  a bust,  swinging, 
filling  out,  expanding,  soft,  ripe”, 
or  the  like,  they  did  not,  which 
shows  their  gifted  natures.  In- 
stead, they  played  the  centrifu- 
gal force  game  with  their  olives 
and  ignored  the  UPI  man. 


“I  thought  the  last  issue  was 
rotten,”  said  the  not-very-gifted 
UPI  man,  not  wanting  to  be  ig- 
nored. 

They  continued  swirling  their 
martinis. 

“I’ve  seen  better  looking 
broads  in  the  National  Geo- 
graphic. And  more  of  ’em  too,” 
he  continued. 

The  olives  were  swirling  to- 
ward the  surface  of  the  glasses. 

“In  fact,  there’s  a little  college 
down  in  Georgia  that’s  got 
broads  that  make  yours  look  like 
a newly  unwrapped  mummy  . . . 
the  Egyptian  kind.” 

Hump’s  olive  leaped  from  his 
glass  and  spattered  Vince.  He 
stared  at  the  UPI  man,  his  pro- 
fessional interest  aroused. 

“What  college  is  that?” 

The  UPI  man  swept  a chair 
from  a neighboring  table  and 
straddled  it  backwards.  His 
eyes  were  glowing  from  more 
than  booze. 

“No  kidding.  There’s  this 
school  down  in  the  Okeefenokee 
swamp,  you  know,  where  Pogo 
and  Walt  Kelly  hang  out.  Any- 
way, this  was  also  Erskine  Cald- 
well’s stomping  ground,  and  every 
babe  he  ever  wrote  about  comes 
right  out  of  that  swamp.  “God’s 
Little  Acre”  is  Valdosta  State 
Teacher’s  College.  That’s  it. 
Mark  it  well.  Valdosta  State 
Teacher’s  College.  Why  I could 
tell  you  stories  . . .” 

Hump  had  retrieved  his  olive 
and  was  swirling  it  with  a will. 
The  correspondent  continued. 

“You  guys  think  I’m  exagger- 
ating. O.K.  But  Caldwell  didn’t 
just  make  up  those  swamp  bun- 
nies. I’m  telling  you  they’re  real. 
Soft  and  hot  and  cuddly  and 
dark  and  light.  Every  one  a 
Darlin’  Jill  or  Daisy  Mae.  I 
wouldn’t  kid  ya.  Honest.”  His 
eyes  were  pleading. 

Vince  interjected,  “O.K.,  man. 
Good  looking.  Maybe  the  Uni- 


versity of  Texas  or  UCLA  or 
even  the  University  of  Massa- 
chusetts, but  Vladosta  State 
Teacher’s  College!  You  putting 
us  on,  man?  And  we  got  Var- 
gas drawing  for  us.  That  doesn’t 
mean  that  there’s  any  broads 
that  look  like  he  draws  ’em.” 

The  correspondent’s  eyes  lit 
up.  “Yea,  that’s  it.  Vargas  and 
Petty  and  all  the  Playmates 
rolled  into  one.  Hell,  I was  beat- 
ing off  broads  that  made  Vargas’ 
chicks  look  flat-chested.  Cald- 
well just  played  ’em  down  a bit, 
so  they’d  be  believable.  I swear 
it. 

The  olives  were  settling  in  the 
bottoms  of  the  martinis.  Vince 
and  Hump  exchanged  glances. 

“What’s  your  angle?”  said 
Vince. 

“No  angle,”  replied  the  UPI 
man.  “I  just  thought  you  guys 
would  want  to  know.  And,  well 
. . . uh.” 

“Come  on,  spit  it  out.  What’s 
the  angle?” 

“Well,  I’m  being  given  a home 
office  assignment.  Here  in  Chi- 
cago. And  I thought,  uh,  maybe 
you  guys  could  sort  of  trade  a 
little  home  town  info.  You  know. 
Like  pry  loose  a few  numbers 
and  statistics.” 

“Can’t  do  it,  old  boy.  Rules. 
Very  strict.  Models  not  allowed 
to  give  out  numbers,  other  than 
statistics.” 

The  UPI  man  pleaded  and 
pleaded,  but  to  no  avail.  Vince 
and  Hump  stood  their  ground 
and  stuck  to  the  rules.  They 
kept  the  names  and  addresses 
to  themselves.  They  may  have 
let  a few  numbers  drop,  but  they 
were  probably  Zip  Codes  or  the 
like. 

After  leaving  the  Press  Club, 
the  two  hustled  up  to  the  offices 
and  woke  us  up.  (We  sleep  in.) 
Maps  were  spread  and  the  larg- 
est state  east  of  the  Mississippi 
was  scanned.  After  about  fifteen 


minutes,  we  noticed  a minute 
little  dot  and  some  microscopic 
words  that  seemed  to  read  “Vla- 
dosta State  Teacher’s  College.” 
The  lot  was  located  on  the  west- 
ern edge  of  a huge  green  area 
that  bore  the  letters  O-k-e-e-f-e- 
n-o-k-e-e.  It  should  have  warned 
us,  and  as  we  think  back  on  it, 
there  was  a mutual  twinge  and 
exchange  of  glances  as  we  looked 
up  from  the  map. 

“Maybe  we  should  get  Dick 
Gregory  or  Martin  Luther  King 
to  go  with  us,”  said  Vince,  un- 
easy about  crossing  the  cotton 
curtain. 

“Well,  I think  we  can  chance 
it,”  said  Hump.  “We  can  always 
tell  the  swamp  business  that 
you’ve  got  yellow  fever.” 

“Ho,  ho,”  said  Vince. 

We  boarded  an  Eastern  jet  for 
Jacksonville,  Florida,  at  2:15 
A.M.  There  were  seventeen  of 
us,  in  all.  We  always  try  to  pre- 
pare ourselves  for  any  event,  and 
several  other  members  of  the 
staff  had  heard  about  the  Petty, 
Vargas,  Caldwell  comparisons 
and  were  going  along  as  objec- 
tive observers.  For  many  it  was 
the  first  hop  out  of  the  big  Chi- 
cago rabbit  hutch. 

After  arriving  at  Jacksonville, 
we  let  Hertz  put  us  in  the  driv- 
er’s seat  of  two  Land  Rovers. 
We  all  knew  that  these  were  the 
vehicles  which  the  English  train 
bandits  used  to  cop  seven  mil- 
lion bucks,  so  we  felt  enormously 
secure  as  we  headed  through  the 
live  oak  trees,  dripping  with 
moss,  into  the  edges  of  the  great 
Georgia-Florida  swamp. 

Well  equipped  for  any  unfore- 
seen event,  we  unbuckled  our 
booze  belts  and  poured  martinis 
into  our  Playboy  drinking  glasses 
(with  the  rabbit  on  the  side). 
Hump  laid  his  Wetherby  .357 
magnum  on  the  dash,  and  Vince 
cradled  his  Purdy  and  Purdy  .610 
(Continued  on  Page  35) 
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POSTPAID  IN  A BROWN  PAPER  WRAPPER 


Back  in  the  days  when  I went 
into  the  parlor  only  to  listen  to 
Fred  Allen,  America  peddled  her 
literary  wares  in  plain  brown 
wrappers.  To  a boy  of  my  age, 
the  plain  brown  wrapper  was  the 
seventh  veil.  If  an  advertisement 
said  that  the  book  would  be  sent 
in  a plain  brown  wrapper,  it  was 
an  advertisement  for  the  high- 
est degree  of  eroticism  available 
to  a small-boned  fourteen-year- 
old. 

Actually,  a plain  brown  wrap- 
per meant  nothing.  Except,  per- 
haps, that  the  company  doing  the 
advertising  was  fly-by-night  and 
couldn’t  afford  better  paper.  But 
the  aura  was  there.  My  Grand- 
father once  received  a seed  cata- 
logue wrapped  in  butcher’s  pa- 
per, and  I immediately  surmised 
that  the  family’s  reputation 
would  be  in  jeopardy  should  he 
ever  decide  to  raise  sheep. 

The  plain  brown  wrapper  was, 
I think,  synonymous  with  pru- 
rient interest.  I thought,  at 
one  time,  that  God  must  have 
wrapped  the  fruit  of  the  Tree  of 
Knowledge  in  a plain  brown 
wrapper.  Since  butcher’s  paper 
was  synonymous  with  prurient 
interest  it  was,  then,  synony- 
mous with  femininity.  Prurient 
interest  has  always,  in  the  minds 
of  young  boys  and  fools,  meant 
naked  women.  To  Anthony  Com- 
stock and  the  Watch  and  Ward 
Society  it  was  “September 
Morn”  ; to  James  Mellaniphy  and 
the  Chicago  Corporation  Coun- 
cil it  was  Jayne  Mansfield ; to  me 


it  was  Francesca  di  Rimini. 

“Francesca  di  Rimini”  was  a 
prominent  illustration  by  Gustav 
Dore  in  an  1880  publication  of 
the  Inferno  of  Dante’s  Divine 
Comedy.  Dore’s  nudes  were  not 
exactly  in  the  same  class  as  the 
Esquire  nudes  I had  seen  in  my 
uncle’s  workshop,  and  they  were 
a far  cry  from  the  women  that 
adorned  the  Schultz  Machine 
Shop  calendars;  but  they  were 
all  I had.  I never  would  have  had 
them,  had  it  not  been  for  plain 
brown  paper. 

I once  discovered,  on  the  back 
page  of  some  magazine,  an  ad 
for  Dante’s  Divine  Comedy.  The 
ad  made  no  mention  of  the  fact 
that  the  book  was  to  be  shipped 
butcher’s  paper  incognito ; but  it 
was  on  the  same  page  as  the  ads 
for  Ovid,  Havelock  Ellis,  Freud, 
Boccacio,  and  eight  millimeter 
moving  pictures  of  Lili  St.  Cyr, 
and  I drew  my  own  conclusions. 
In  retrospect,  they  proved  not 
too  incorrect. 

I hadn’t  the  money  necessary 
to  buy  Dante’s  “dirty  book”,  but 
I remembered  that  there  was 
something  written  by  him  stuck 
away  in  our  attic.  It  had  been 
stuck  there,  I now  presume,  to 
keep  it  out  of  the  hands  of  the 
impressionable  youth  of  the  fam- 
ily. I was  beginning  to  wear  the 
first  blush  of  acne.  A sure  sign 
that  daughters  and  back  copies 
of  the  Police  Gazette  should  be 
locked  away  safely.  Since  the 
most  literarily  disque  thing  ever 
done  in  my  house  was  the  read- 


ing of  a second-hand  Watch- 
tower,  Dante  went  into  retire- 
ment. I clambered  up  and  found 
him.  The  reliability  of  the  brown 
wrapper  was  confirmed. 

If  there  is  anything  to  be  said 
in  favor  of  the  plain  brown 
wrapper,  it  might  be  said  that  it 
got  me  to  read.  The  plain  brown 
wrapper  and  the  suspicious  na- 
ture of  my  mother.  She  became 
suspicious  at  my  interest  in  a 
poem.  My  mother  had  nothing 
against  poetry,  of  course.  As  a 
matter  of  fact,  she  liked  poetry. 

But  she  became  suspicious  when 
she  discovered  the  Dore  illustra- 
tions, and  she  grew  doubly  sus- 
picious when  she  learned  that  the 
poem  had  not  been  written  by 
James  Metcalf.  She  questioned 
me.  To  allay  her  suspicions,  I 
read  the  damned  thing.  I re- 
read it  ten  years  later,  for  Eng- 
lish 25,  and  I didn’t  enjoy  it  half 
as  much. 

I must  admit  that  I never 
bought  a plain  brown-wrapped 
book.  I say  this  not  as  an  admis-  j I per. 
sion  of  a superior  morality,  but 
an  admission  of  a supreme  cow- 
ardice. Spurred  on  by  the  plain  i j ere 
brown  wrapper,  I did  a bit  of 
reading;  but  I was  unwilling  lie 
that  everyone  should  know  what 
I was  reading.  Especially  my  fa- 
ther, who  would  have  pasted  me. 
Father  was  deeply  concerned  ! 
with  my  adolescent  skin  prob- 
lem. 

A few  of  my  boyhood  buddies 
were  more  daring  than  I,  and 
clearer  complected.  One  in  par-  iliej 
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ticular  was  the  literary  lion  of 
9-A.  It  is  an  axiom  of  youth 
that  the  truth  must  be  made 
manifest.  This  was  true  in  my 
neighborhood.  It  may  have  had 
something  to  do  with  the  fact 
that  the  answers  made  by  par- 
ents were  too  absurd.  George 
had  the  answers.  His  answers 
were  as  absurd  as  those  given  by 
my  father  and  mother;  but  he 
gave  his  in  whispers,  which  add- 
ed greatly  to  their  creditability. 
And  every  john  wall  bore  wit- 
ness to  the  veracity  of  George’s 
answers. 

George  had  read  the  Decam- 
meron,  which,  he  said,  “isn’t 
everything  it’s  cracked  up  to  be.” 
George  had  read  Havelock  Ellis, 
of  whom  he  said,  “Writes  wild 
stuff,  but  his  words  are  too 
long.”  George  preferred  the 
National  Geographic  Magazine, 
which,  he  said,  “is  real  good. 
They  have  pictures  of  volcanoes 
erupting,  and  floods,  and  moun- 
tains, and  native  women  with 
nothing  on  on  top.”  Since  George 
went  through  life  for  some  time 
with  the  slightest  knowledge  of 
Krakatoa,  Johnstown,  or  The 
Old  Man  of  the  Mountains,  his 
interests  seem  to  have  been 
somewhat  circumscribed. 

George’s  campaign  in  behalf 
of  the  erotic  qualities  of  the 
National  Geographic  Magazine 
made  me  wonder  why  it  was  not 
mailed  in  a plain  brown  wrap- 
per. A bit  of  thinking  provided 
an  answer.  There  were  naked 
women  in  it,  all  right,  but  they 
were  native  women.  There  were 
never  any  white  women  shown 
naked;  the  white  women  always 
wore  pith  helmets  and  stood  with 
arms  outstretched  to  show  how 
insignificant  the  pygmies  really 
were.  Naked  white  women  were 
“dirty” ; but  no  one  could  think 
“dirty”  about  a naked  native 
woman.  Herbert  Hoover’s  name 
on  the  masthead  proved  that. 
The  ability  to  think  dirty  about 


them  seemed  to  prove  an  inher- 
ent superiority  in  white  women 
and,  by  association,  white  men. 
I feel  certain  that  Senators  Rus- 
sell and  Thurmond  read  the 
National  Geographic  Magazine. 
’Though  I shouldn’t  say  that 
they  read  books  mailed  in  plain 
brown  wrappers. 

Usually  — ’though  I perhaps 
use  that  word  inadvisedly  — 
usually  a boy  outgrows  the  plain 
brown  wrapper  as  he  matures. 
Not  always,  of  course.  And  I re- 
fuse to  generalize  so  broadly 
when  it  comes  to  women:  wom- 
en’s magazines  are  usually 
crammed  with  plain  brown 
wrapper  ads  for  sex  encyclo- 
pedia. Only  that  strange  little 
pneumatic  device  that  rids  the 
face  of  unsightly  blackheads 
seems  to  have  remained  as  the 
sole  property  of  “men’s”  maga- 
zines. Usually  a boy  outgrows  it 
when  he  becomes  brave  enough 
to  ask  dowager  librarians  for  the 
books  he  is  afraid  to  buy.  And 
when  the  librarian  has  decided 
that  the  boy  is  old  enough  to 
handle  Tristram  Shandy. 

The  boy  might  outgrow  it ; but 
he  can  never  escape  the  men- 
tality that  produced  the  plain 
brown  wrapper.  A few  months 
ago  I went  into  the  local  station- 
ers for  the  latest  copy  of  Play- 
boy. I found  the  magazine  and 
took  it  to  the  lady  at  the  cash 
register. 

“Playboy,”  she  smiled.  Her 
eyebrows  were  faintly  reminis- 
cent of  the  brows  of  Michelan- 
gelo’s “Jeremiah”. 

“Yes.” 

The  cash  register  rang  up  the 
sale  with  atonal  wild  abandon, 
and  the  lady  inquired  gently, 
“Would  you  like  me  to  put  this 
in  a bag?” 

The  stories  and  articles  were 
better  than  ever  that  month. 
And  the  Playmate  was  gorgeous. 

o 
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THAMES  BOND,  SEEN  HERE  WITH  HIS  WRECKED 
MASERATI,  IN  HIS  SEERSUCKER  SPORTCOAT  BY 
PALM  BEACH  ($23.95)  CHARCOAL  GRAY 
SLACKS  BY  ANDERSON  LITTLE  ($18.95). 

THAMES  BOND  WAS  MIS- 
ERABLE. THE  NIGHT  BE- 


FORE he  had  destroyed  the 
Mafia,  captured  the  real  Adolf 
Eichmann,  repulsed  an  invasion 
from  Mars,  and  dissolved  a dope 
ring  in  the  Pioneer  Valley.  But, 
mainly,  he  was  hung  over. 

Bond  pulled  up  to  the  curb  of 
the  Admiralty.  He  had  received 
an  urgent  call  from  ‘M\  the  head 
of  the  Secret  Service.  .00007 
stepped  out  of  his  Ferrari  Ber- 
linetta  with  the  genuine  tufted 
leather  upholstery,  an  8-ball  on 
the  shift,  and  fuzzy  mirror,  and 
was  greeted  by  a horde  of  danc- 
ing girls  who  put  a shilling  in 
the  meter  for  him. 

Knocking  them  all  down,  he 
went  inside.  As  usual,  Miss 
Moneybags,  M’s  attractive  sec- 


retary, was  there  behind  her 
desk.  After  repulsing  her  at- 
tacks several  times,  he  entered 
M’s  office. 

“Sit  down,  Thames,”  said  M. 
This  was  unusual  for  M to  call 
Bond  by  his  Christian  name  in- 
stead of  .00007,  especially  since 
Bond  was  Jewish. 

“This  is  a baffler,”  said  M, 
“could  be  the  most  dangerous 
case  yet.” 

“Someone  is  going  to  blow  up 
the  world.” 

“No.” 

“A  mad  fiend  has  unleased 
Godzilla  on  London  . . .” 

“No  . . .” 

“Christine  Keeler  is  out  on 
parole  . . .” 

“No  . . .” 

“What  then?” 


BOND 

THRILLER 

by  IAN  FLEM 


“ Playboy  is  going  to  cease 
printing  foldouts!” 

“GOD,  NO!”,  shrieked  Bond. 

“Do  you  know  what  this 
means?”  queried  M.  “It  means 
that  soldiers  all  over  the  world 
will  lose  all  incentive.  It  means 
students  will  live  dull,  drab  lives 
and  be  destroyed.  It  means  that 
males  all  over  the  world  will  be 
frustrated  and  perish.  And  worst 
of  all,  my  collection  will  be  in- 
complete.” 

“Gasp,”  gasped  Bond. 

* * * 

This  was  a baffler,  thought 
Bond.  What  arch-fiend  could 
have  possibly  thought  of  this 
heinous  plot  to  destroy  the 
morale  of  mankind?  He  hopped 
into  his  Ferrari  and  drove  on. 

As  he  was  contemplating,  a 
black  limousine  pulled  up.  Ma- 
chine guns  barked,  a grenade 
flew  in  the  window  onto  Bond’s 
lap  and  went  off,  the  Ferrari 
crashed  over  a concrete  embank- 
ment, through  a steel  guard  rail, 
hit  a petrol  tank  which  burst 
into  flames,  and  careened  into  a 
six-lane  highway. 

Thames  Bond  got  out  of  the 
tangle  of  steel  and  examined  his 
torn  hangnail.  There  was  some- 
thing fishy  about  this. 

Luckily,  there  was  a Maserati 
dealer  nearby  and  after  purchas- 
ing several,  he  motored  on  to  his 
apartment. 
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Thrice  yearly,  Yahoo  is  faced 
with  a problem.  Shall  we  print 
a sexy  Queen  and  get  kicked  out 
of  school,  or  should  we  print  a 
nice,  uninteresting,  decent  pic- 
ture? Now  this  is  the  Preyboy 
issue,  and,  as  everyone  knows, 
the  Playboy  (whose  format  we 
are  pirating)  prints  “dirty”  pic- 
tures that  corrupt  our  college 
youth.  With  these  things  in 
mind,  we  were  forced  to  compro- 
mise. For  those  who  worry  about 
the  morals  of  youth  we  have 
printed  a Renoir  masterpiece  and 
a work  of  art.  For  those,  who 
cause  that  worry  (most  of  us) 
we  are  printing  a nude.  . . . 

The  editors  are  now  sitting 
in  their  overstuffed  chairs  in 
their  spacious  and  luxurious  of- 
fice gleefully  awaiting  the  howls 
of  frustration  and  the  wails  of 
anguish  from  their  hallowed 
readers  and  fans. 


— 19 


»■  • r 


PREYBOY 


PREYBOY  PANTY 


Our  unabashed  dictionary  de- 
scribes a triangle  as  when  a man 
falls  in  love  with  his  wife’s  boy- 
friend. 

* * * 

Joe:  I thought  that  you  went 
to  that  blonde’s  apartment  to- 
night. 

Mike:  I did. 

Joe:  Then  how  come  you  are 
home  so  early? 

Mike : Well,  we  were  sitting 
around,  chatting,  and  then  she 
reached  over  and  turned  the 
lights  off. 

Joe:  So? 

Mike:  I can  take  a hint. 

* * * 


He:  Did  you  hear  about  the 
new  college  game  ? 

She:  No.  What  is  it  called? 

He:  Button,  button,  here 

comes  the  housemother. 

* * * 

“High  Diddle  Diddle,”  chanted 
the  teacher,  “the  Cat  and  the 
Fiddle  . . . Johnny,  what  do  you 
suppose  caused  the  cow  to  jump 
over  the  moon?” 

“Gosh,  teach!”  said  Johnny. 
“It  couldn’t  have  been  the  cat  or 
the  violin  — musta  been  the  two 
diddles.” 

* * * 

Little  girls  are  older  than  little 
boys.  By  the  time  little  boys 
know  that  little  girls  are  not 
little  boys,  little  girls  know  why. 


He : Any  good  girls  in  this 
town? 

She:  All  the  girls  in  this  town 
are  good. 

He:  How  do  you  get  to  the 
next  town  ? 

* * * 


Arriving  home  unexpectedly 
from  a business  trip,  the  hus- 
band found  his  wife  in  bed  with 
his  best  friend,  in  what  may  be 
delicately  described  as  a com- 
promising position. 

“See  here,”  exclaimed  the  hus- 
band, “just  what  do  you  think 
you  two  are  doing?” 

“See!”  said  the  wife  to  the 
man  beside  her.  “Didn’t  I tell 

you  he  was  stupid?” 

* * * 

Little  Johnny  made  some  Eas- 
ter eggs  and  hid  them  in  the  hen 
house  for  his  little  sister  to  find. 
Shortly  after  the  rooster  hap- 
pened to  come  in.  He  took  one 
look  at  the  eggs,  ran  next  door, 
and  kicked  hell  out  of  the  pea- 
cock that  lived  there. 

* * * 

A Phillips  Screwdriver  — Vod- 
ka and  milk  of  magnesia. 

* * * 

She : Where  did  you  ever  learn 
to  kiss  like  that? 

He:  Siphoning  gas. 


JOKES 

What  a picture  it  would  be ! — 
Cleopatra  playing  the  life  of 
Elizabeth  Taylor. 

He  * * 

Our  roving  secretary  com- 
mented, “Some  of  those  bachelor 
apartments  have  hi-fidelity  in 
one  comer  and  infidelity  in  the 
other.” 

* * * 


(Continued  from  Page  13) 

PI — Then  you  see  jazz  as  some- 
thing living  and  vital? 

L — Yes,  very  much  so,  like  a 
bubbling  stream,  or  maybe 
Sanskrit. 

PI — Sanskrit?  ...  I guess  I’ll 
have  to  think  about  that  for  a 
while.  Tell  me,  what  is  that 
unusual  instrument  you  are 
holding? 

L — That  ? Why  that’s  called  a . . . 

PI — Never  mind,  I can  see  what 
it  is  now.  Don’t  you  know  you 
can  go  crazy  that  way? 

L — Go  crazy? 

PI — Well,  I guess  I see  what  you 
mean.  Perhaps  I should  talk 
to  Mr.  Deffe  for  a while.  Mr. 
Deffe,  I understand  that  you 
started  out  playing  for  the  Sal- 
vation Army? 

D — bang  bang  bangbbbbbbbbbb 
b b bang  bbbbb  bang  bam 
bam  bam  bam  bambambam- 
bam  BOOM  BOOM  bbbbbbbb 
BANG,  etc. 
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‘O'lv&Sfeirhergfr 

AT  U MASS. 

Shelver  Silver  Steinberger,  prey  boys 
roving  cartoonist,  after  having  gone 
to  Spain,  Florida,  Switzerland,  Norway 
Russia  and  a nudist  camp  decides  to  go 
to  the  obvious  conclusion,  a small  cow 
pasture  in  the  Pioneer  Valley.  "U  Mass" 
he  recalled  vividly  "is  a college".  He 
keenly  observed,  "lots  of  students  go  here". 

Also,  he  accutely  perceived,  "some  of  the 
students  are  girls.  " 
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"Sure  the  machines  broken , 
all  he  got  was  a coke..." 


Group  of  Boys?  Well, 

I do  remember  seeing  a group 
of  boys „ o o " 


j ^ 


— 24  — 


/N  _ 


i r'^C\ 


no.  I'm  the  new 
Biology  Teacher..." 
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Mister. „ . 
' s called 


•'But  I just  drooped 
in  here,  I tell  you.  . 

I'm  ^ visitor.  Beard  or 
no  beard,  Im  not  a student 
I don't  intend  to  stay... 
Listen . 


Yes,  of  course  I know  I should 

be  studying.  By  being  here  I am 

depriving  myself  of  valuable  time 

by  which  I can  better  my self , however , I thrill 

to  the  excitement  of  competition,  knowing  that  lile 

itself  is  competition.  But  mainly,  I want  to  get  in  a 
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When  he  got  there,  he  suspect- 
ed something  was  wrong.  There 
was  a heavy  scent  of  perfume  in 
the  air,  the  fragrance  of  import- 
ed liqueurs,  and  a luscious  red- 
head in  a Bunny  suit  on  the 
couch.  What  was  wrong,  how- 
ever, was  that  the  blinds  were 
not  drawn.  Bond  always  drew 
the  blinds  when  there  was  a 
heavy  scent  of  perfume  in  the 
air,  the  fragrance  of  imported 
liqueurs,  and  a luscious  redhead 
in  a Bunny  suit  on  the  couch.  He 
drew  the  blinds. 

“Hi,”  she  said  as  he  ***. 

“Hello  there,”  said  Bond  as 
she***. 

“I’m  RHONDA  BEND,  the 
Playboy  Bunny,”  she  said  as 
they  ***. 

“What  are  you  doing  here?” 
he  asked  as  they  stopped  ***. 

“Leaving,”  she  said  as  she 
picked  up  her  ***  and  her  ***. 

She  left  and  Bond  went  over 
and  poured  himself  a fifth  and 
downed  it. 

“Aha,”  said.  Bond.  “Playboy. 
Playboy  Bunny.  It  all  fits.”  And 
he  rushed  out  to  follow  Rhonda 
Bend  as  she  went  ’round  the 
bend. 

Gone ! Bond  hopped  in  his 
Stingray  and  . . . 

“Stingray!”  shrieked  Bond.  “I 
don’t  drive  no  lousy  Sting- 
ray . . . ,”  as  he  kicked  hell  out  of 
it. 

(Continued  on  Page  3 k) 
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(Continued  from  Page  27) 

Bond  hopped  in  a taxi  and 
went  to  the  airport. 

At  last  Bond  was  in  Chicago, 
the  home  of  Playboy.  Luckily, 
the  time  bomb  only  blew  off  half 
the  fuselage  of  the  plane  and  he 
landed  safely. 

“Wait  till  I find  out  who  took 
my  Ferrari,”  he  said  as  he 
hopped  into  another  taxi.  “I’m 


damn  sick  of  ‘hopping’  into  cars, 
too,”  he  thought. 

Bond  was  sickened  as  the 
cabby  drove  a mere  ninety 
through  the  streets.  It  seemed 
like  almost  five  minutes  before 
they  got  to  the  Playboy  Pent- 
house. Picking  out  one  of  his 
keys,  he  went  inside.  It  was  a 
good  thing  he  dyed  his  hair  white 
so  that  he  wouldn’t  look  out  of 
place  while  surrounded  by  de- 
generate old  men  inside. 

Suddenly,  he  felt  the  floor 
drop  out  from  under  him  and 

there  was  blackness. 

* * * 

When  Bond  woke  up,  he  was 
tied  to  a rabbit-shaped  chair  and 
faced  the  mysterious  “H”,  the 
head  of  the  organization. 

“Ah,  you  are  awake,”  said 
“H”. 

“What  is  the  meaning  of 
this?”  asked  Bond,  thinking  that 
if  “H”  would  turn  his  head  for  a 
second,  he  could  file  his  steel- 
toed shoes  to  a point  and  deftly 
undo  the  ropes  with  his  feet. 

“For  years,”  said  “H”,  “I’ve 
hated  you.  You’re  the  only  man 
who  lives  in  such  splendor  as 
I — in  a world  of  fine  wines  and 
food,  exciting  women  and  excel- 
lent clothes  and  automobiles. 
There  is  only  one  ‘playboy’  in 
the  world,  Bond,  and  that  is 
me!” 

“So  this  was  all  a pretext  to 
get  me  here.” 

“Yes,  Thames  Bond,  and  now 
I intend  to  dispose  of  you.” 

“You  know  the  only  way  to  de- 
stroy me  is  with  Kryptonite  . . .” 
“There  is  another  ...  I intend 
to  throw  you  in  the  Playboy  rab- 
bit-shaped pool  and  unleash  . . .” 
“Barracuda?” 

“No  . . 

“Sharks!” 

“No  . . .” 

“The  Creature?” 

“NO  . . .” 

“Not  ...  no!  You  wouldn’t. 
You  couldn’t.  No,  no  . . .” 
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“Yes,  Mr.  Bond  . . 

Bond’s  screams  faded  away. 
“H”  would  cast  him  in  the  rab- 
bit-shaped pool  and  turn  loose 
fifty  nude  Playboy  bunnies.  Bond 
contemplated  his  certain  death 
by  exhaustion  . . . 

TO  BE  CONTINUED. 


(Continued  from  Page  15) 

double-barreled  elephant  gun  in 
his  arms  so  that  he  could  sip  his 
six-to-one  Beefeaters. 

Huge  cypress  trees  (as  we 
later  learned)  loomed  in  our 
headlights  as  we  glided  over  the 
treacherous  road.  All  eyes  were 
alert.  (Well,  almost  all  eyes.) 
We  began  gulping  our  drinks  as 
strange  sounds  wafted  out  of  the 
darkness.  Vince  crouched  down, 
in  the  seat  and  gripped  his  Play- 
boy glass  even  harder.  Hump 
was  driving  with  one  hand  and 
drinking  with  the  other,  then 
drinking  with  one  hand  driving 
with  the  other  . . . not  always  the 
same  hand.  He  turned  to  look  at 
Vince,  sitting  next  to  him  in  the 
driver’s  seat,  and  stared  into  the 
muzzle  of  the  .610  Purdy  & 
Purdy.  He  screamed,  broke  the 
stem  of  his  martini  glass,  and  hit 
the  brakes.  Vince  screamed  too, 
and,  crouching  in  the  seat,  shut 
his  eyes  and  let  go  with  both 
barrels.  The  windshield  shat- 
tered, the  roar  deafened  all  eight 
of  us,  and  the  other  Land  Rover 
ground  into  us. 

Hump’s  eyes  were  wild  as  he 
cradled  his  canteen  in  his  arms. 
Vince  was  the  first  to  speak. 

“I  think  I missed.” 

His  inscrutable  oriental  face 
was  very  scrutable  as  his  eyes 
bore  into  the  darkness.  Hump 
started  whimpering  and  a few 
moans  and  groans  drifted  out 
into  the  otherwise  still  night. 
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We  quickly  checked  for  injuries 
but  everyone  was  feeling  no  pain 
so  we  decided  to  push  on,  which 
is  the  Playboy  way. 

The  sobering,  damnable  wind 
whistled  through  the  gaping 
holes  in  the  shatterproof  wind- 
shield. There  were  only  a few 
more  clinks  emanating  from  the 
rear  of  the  all-but-indestruetible 
Land  Rover.  One  of  the  copy 
boys  was  whimpering  behind 
three  of  the  other  six  of  us  in  the 
back  seat,  his  spilled  canteen 
mute  evidence  of  his  agony. 

The  headlights  stabbed  ahead 
into  the  interminable  darkness 
and  picked  out  a black-rimmed 
sign  which  read  “Okeefenokee 
Swamp  Park,  10  miles.”  We  were 
not  comforted.  The  car  was  be- 
ginning to  roll  and  bounce  as  the 
road  became  more  and  more  rut- 
ted. The  Spanish  moss  hung  in 
shroud-like  stillness  all  around. 
Our  liquid  provisions  were  low, 
and  were  becoming  lower. 

Suddenly  a large,  marshy  ditch 
loomed  out  of  the  darkness.  The 
bridge  consisted  of  two  planks, 
laid  side  by  side,  approximately 
the  width  of  a car.  Hump  slowed 
the  Land  Rover  and  got  out.  The 
rest  of  us  followed  him  as  the 
other  Land  Rover  pulled  up  be- 
hind us,  disgorging  the  rest  of 
the  crew. 

“It’s  not  exactly  the  Golden 
Gate,”  said  Hump. 

“It’s  not  exactly  a bridge,” 
corrected  Vince. 

“But  it’s  all  we’ve  got,”  chimed 
in  the  assistant  cartoon  editor. 

Having  resolved  this  meta- 
physical point,  we  set  about 
measuring  the  width  of  the 
bridge  and  the  Land  Rover’s  axel. 
We  did  this  by  laying  a rather 
stiff  copy  boy  with  his  head  on 
one  board  of  the  bridge  and  his 
feet  on  the  other  and  judging  the 
four-foot  distance  against  the 
distance  taken  up  by  another 
copy  boy  placed  between  the  tires 
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of  the  Land  Rover.  Having  sat- 
isfied ourselves  that  the  wheels 
would  just  hit  both  planks,  we 
were  just  about  to  retrieve  the 
stiff  on  the  bridge  when  he  col- 
lapsed. 

There  was  a grunt  followed 
by  a splash.  We  ran  to  the  bridge 
(which  was  not  really  a bridge) 
and  reached  helping  hands  down 
to  the  now  black  copy  boy.  He 
stared  at  us  with  glazed  eyes  and 
smiled,  his  teeth  shimmering 
brightly  from  his  muddy  face. 
We  yelled  at  him  to  hold  up  his 
hands,  but  he  just  grinned  at  us 
and  winked.  Suddenly,  as  if  from 
nowhere,  a splash  was  heard  fur- 
ther down  the  ditch,  and  we 
could  make  out  a long  form 
slithering  through  the  water. 

“What  do  you  suppose  that 
is?”  said  Vince. 

“An  animal,  I guess,”  replied 
Hump. 

“It  looks  like  he’s  heading  this 
way.” 

“Yes,  it  does.” 

“Should  I get  my  gun?”  asked 
Vince. 

.“If  you  touch  that  gun  again 
I’ll  never  speak  to  you.” 

“O.K.” 

The  animal  continued  towards 
the  copy  boy. 

“We  really  ought  to  do  some- 
thing,” said  Hump.  “We  could 
throw  something  at  it.” 

“That  might  make  it  mad,” 
said  the  assistant  cartoon  editor. 

The  shape  moved  toward  the 
copy  boy,  who  sat  there  and 
grinned. 

“Stop  grinning  and  maybe  he 
won’t  see  you,”  suggested  Vince. 

And  the  copy  boy  stopped  grin- 
ning and  the  shape  passed  right 
by  him.  We  sent  one  of  the  other 
copy  boys  down  into  the  water 
and  he  pulled  our  happy  friend 
out.  As  he  was  pulled  from  the 
water,  our  very  unhip  friend 
said,  “See  you  later,  alligator,” 
which  shows  why  he  will  always 
remain  a copy  boy.  The  expres- 
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sion  went  out  with  button-down 
shirts. 


Not  wanting  to  soil  our  Brooks 
Brothers  worsteds,  we  tied  the 
copy  boy  to  a fender  and  pro- 
ceeded across  the  bridge.  As  soon 
as  we  were  across,  Hump  gunned 
the  engine  and  we  raced  into  the 
darkness.  After  passing  the  out- 
skirts of  the  park  (which  con- 
sisted of  two  picnic  tables  under 
a moss-covered  cypress),  we  no- 
ticed that  the  other  Land  Rover 
wasn’t  following  us.  We  re- 
marked upon  its  disappearance, 
but  thought  no  more  about  it. 
As  we  passed  through  a town 
called  “Waycross,”  Hump  hap- 
pened to  tune  in  Earl  Scruggs 
and  Lester  Flatt  on  the  radio. 
The  melodious  strains  of  “There 
Was  a Boy  from  Waycross, 
Georgia,  Took  a Trip  to  Miller’s 
Cove”  made  our  minds  return  to 


the  Coldwell  women  who  awaited 
us  in  Valdosta.  The  first  rays  of 
morning  were  making  their  way 
through  the  moss-covered  cy- 
press trees.  Our  minds  were 
alert  and  our  bodies  ached  with 
the  thought  of  what  lay  ahead 
(and  the  bouncing  of  the  Land 
Rover).  Vince  was  busy  check- 
ing his  cameras  and  Hump  was 
combing  his  hair  in  the  rear- 
view mirror. 

We  pulled  into  a gas  station 
outside  of  Valdosta  and  adjusted 
our  gear.  The  attendant  looked 
at  us  rather  strangely.  He  mut- 
tered something  about  how  he 
thought  we  treated  our  colored 
folk  better  up  North,  and  we 
laughed  as  we  remembered  the 
copy  boy  tied  to  the  front  fender. 
We  told  him  that  we  were  maga- 
zine men  and  that  if  another  car 
like  us  came  along,  he  should  di- 
rect them  to  the  college.  He 
looked  positively  menacing  when 
we  asked  about  the  girls  at  Val- 
dosta State  Teacher’s  College. 

“Whuffo  you  want  to  know 
’bout  them  girls  fo’?”  he  asked. 

“We’re  here  to  take  pictures 
of  them,”  replied  Vince. 

“Yea.  Pictures,  huh?”  he  scru- 
tinized us  carefully.  “Y’all  don’t 
happen  to  know  a UPI  man,  do 
ya?” 

“No,  but  I (replied  Hump  wit- 
tily) know  some  Vassar  girls.” 

The  attendant  muttered  some- 
thing about  damnyankees  and 
went  inside.  We  noticed  him 
phoning  as  we  pulled  out  of  the 
station,  but  we  didn’t  think  any- 
thing of  it. 

The  town  of  Valdosta  is  a love- 
ly, sleepy  little  southern  town. 
Its  five  stores  are  wonderfully 
picturesque  examples  of  an 
America  that  few  see.  Unlike 
much  that  we  had  heard  of 
southern  racism,  we  noticed  true 
sympathy  on  the  faces  of  the 
passers-by  as  they  looked  at  our 
copy  boy.  We  also  noticed  that 
these  kind  people  had  erected 


SUMMER 

CRUISE? 


rest  rooms,  drinking  fountains 
and  even  drive-in  theatres  for 
their  colored  brethren.  In  such  a 
poor  town  this  seemed  especially 
magnanimous. 

We  stopped  and  asked  direc- 
tions to  Valdosta  State,  and  the 
courteous  response  was  indeed 
heart-warming.  The  good  man 
who  gave  us  the  directions  was 
very  concerned  about  Vince’s 
yellow  fever. 

We  drove  down  the  magnolia- 
lined  lane  that  led  to  the  college 
and  our  minds  were  filled  with 
delicious  thoughts  of  watermelon 
breasted  women  with  flowing, 
luscious  hips  and  strong  thighs. 
As  we  neared  the  gate  to  the  col- 
lege we  saw  a large  crowd  of  men 
gathered  just  inside  the  en- 
trance. Hump  braked  the  Land 
Rover  and  adjusted  his  winning 
smile. 
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Toledo,  Spain— or  Toledo,  Ohio— Bank  of  America 
Travelers  Cheques  are  as  good  as  cash  the  world 
over.  And  safer  than  cash  to  carry— because  they 
come  with  a money-back  guarantee  which  assures 
prompt  replacement  of  lost  or  stolen  cheques  any- 
where in  the  world.  Ask  for  them  by  name  at  your 
bank-BANK  OF AMERICATRAVELERS  CHEQUES. 


The  Peseta  is  local  currency  in  Spain. 
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“Hi  there,”  said  Hump. 

There  was  no  response,  but  we 
noticed  that  several  of  the  men 
were  carrying  guns.  Maybe  they 
were  going  out  on  a hunting 
trip,  we  thought. 

“We’re  from  Playboy  Maga- 
zine and  we’d  like  to  see  some  of 
the  students,”  said  Vince. 

An  old  man  in  coveralls  made 
his  way  to  the  front  of  the 
group. 


“You’uns  wouldn’t  happen  to 
know  any  newspaper  fellas, 
would  ya?”  he  said. 

We  replied  that  we  knew  quite 
a few  of  them. 

“You’uns  wouldn’t  happen  to 
know  a UPI  man,  would  ya?” 
said  the  old  man,  squinting. 

We  replied  that  we  knew  sev- 
eral UPI  men. 

“Ever  hear  of  a fella  named 
Erskine  Caldwell?” 

We  replied  that  we  had  heard 
of  him  and  that  he  had  written 
several  stories  for  our  magazine. 

“That’s  what  I thought,”  said 
the  man  in  coveralls,  as  he  spat 
a long  brown  stream  on  the 
ground.  “Get  the  ropes,  boys.” 

Several  men  moved  to  the 
front  of  the  group  and  we  no- 
ticed that  they  were  carrying 
ropes.  The  ropes  had  nooses  tied 
in  them.  We  began  to  think  that 
perhaps  the  men  weren’t  going 
on  a hunting  trip.  Hump  ad- 
justed his  smile  and  said: 

“What  seems  to  be  the  trou- 
ble?” 

“Oh,  no  trouble  ’tall,”  replied 
the  man  in  coveralls,  letting  go 
another  brown  stream  of  tobac- 
co juice.  “Just  thought  you  fellas 
might  leave  your  car  here  while 
you  go  see  the  women.  Now 
whyn’t  ya  just  git  out  and  walk 
up?” 

We  took  our  equipment  and 
got  out  of  the  car,  noticing,  as 
we  did,  that  the  guns  were  point- 
ed at  us.  We  began  to  feel  a little 
uneasy,  as  though  men  were  not 
entirely  friendly.  As  we  moved 
away  from  the  car,  they  formed 
a circle  around  us.  We  walked 
up  the  roadway  and  reached  the 
campus.  We  noticed  several 
striking  women  walking  along 
between  the  buildings,  but  we 
knew  by  their  swelling  bellies 
that  they  could  not  be  students. 
It  was  the  last  thing  we  saw. 

Q 


We  bet  you’re  wondering 
how  we  can  tie  this 
picture  into  a 


BACOMBS  BOOKS 

ad.  Well,  we  can  t.  But  . . . 
for  the  really  modern 
student:  An  outline  of  all 
outlines!  Every  word  already 
underlined.  A summary 
of  all  knowledge. 

Well,  maybe  you  can  think 
of  a better  one. 


— 40  — 


NEXT  MONTH: 


PETER,  PUFF  AND  MARY 


PREYBOY  PHILOSOPHY,  Editor  Ya  Hoofner  describes 
his  dreams  and  editorial  creed. 

Also  next  month,  a subpoena  by  Earl  Warren. 

Once  again,  the  editors  dismay  everyone  with  their 
choice  of  PLAYMATE  OF  THE  YEAR. 

Ian  Flem  presents  part  two  of  his  Thames  Bond  thriller, 
and  although  a champion  of  justice,  Bond  shows  what 
he  thinks  of  virtue. 

Shel  Silverstein  tries  to  do  another  feature  on  a nudist 
camp  on  own. 

Interview  with  Peter,  Puff  and  Mary  who  discuss  Bob 
Dylan's  armpit. 
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We  major  in  many  fields 


Today,  it  takes  more  than  a single 
venture  to  build  a major  corpora- 
tion such  as  GT&E  ...  it  takes  a 
family  of  subsidiaries  operating  in 
many  diverse  fields. 

Our  roots  are  in  the  telephone 
business,  with  operating  companies 
providing  telephone  service  to  areas 
in  32  states. 

We  are  also  engaged  in  vital  re- 
search and  development  work  in 


military  electronics  and  space  com- 
munications. 

In  manufacturing,  our  subsidiar- 
ies produce  a wide  variety  of  prod- 
ucts for  business,  industry  and  the 
consumer . . . from  sophisticated  elec- 
tronic components  to  photoflash 
bulbs. 

And  supporting  our  manufactur- 
ing arms  are  a series  of  research  cen- 
ters working  on  new  and  better 


products  and  services  to  meet  tomor- 
row’s needs. 

Today,  GT&E  is  one  of  America’s 
foremost  companies  in  terms  of  dol- 
lar sales,  revenues,  and  diversity  of 
products. 

As  a young,  aggressive  company 
with  no  limit  to  its  growth,  GT&E 
is  an  enterprise  you  may  wish  to 
think  of  in  terms  of  your  own  future. 
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